iS6                           POPE
Here swells the shelf with Ogilby the great;
There, stamped with arms, Newcastle shines complete;
Here all his suffring brotherhood retire,
And 'scape the martyrdom of jakes and fire :
A Gothic library ! of Greece and Rome
Well purged, and worthy Settle, Banks, and Broome.
But, high above, more solid learning shone,
The classics of an age that heard of none ;
There Caxton slept, with Wynkyn at his side,
One clasped in wood, and one in strong cow-hide.
There saved by spice, like mummies, many a year,
Dry bodies of divinity appear ;
De Lyra there a dreadful front extends,
And here the groaning shelves Philemon bends.
Of these, twelve volumes, twelve of amplest size,
Redeemed from tapers and defrauded pies,
Inspired he seizes ;  these an altar raise ;
An hecatomb of pure unsullied lays
That altar crowns ;  a folio common-place
Founds the whole pile, of aU his works the base;
Quartos, octavos, shape the less'ning pyre ;
A twisted birthday ode completes the spire*
Then he :  " Great tamer of all human art!
First in my care, and ever at my heart;
Dulness ! whose good old cause I yet defend,
With whom my muse began, with whom shall end,
E*er since Sir Fopling's periwig was praise,
To the last honours of the Butt and Bays ;
O thou ! of bus'ness the directing soul !
To this our head like bias to the bowl.